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gant, he could not think of yielding to the extortion.
"Marshal Forwards" said nothing, but nodded to an
aide-de-camp. They had passed a Prussian picket a little
while before; —three times the requisite number of don-
keys appeared presently, driven before half-a-dozen hus-
sars, who were followed by the screaming population of
the refractory hamlet; and "an angry man was Bliicher,"
said Scott, "when Lord Castlereagh condescended to go
among them, all smiles, and sent them back with more
Napoleons than perhaps the fee-simple of the whole stud
was worth."
Another evening of more peaceful enjoyment has left
a better record. But I need not quote here the lines on
Saint Cloud.1 They were sent, on the 16th of August,
to the late Lady Alvanley, with whom and her daughters
he spent much of his time while in Paris.
As yet, the literary reputation of Scott had made but
little way among the French nation; but some few of
their eminent men vied even with the enthusiastic Ger-
mans in their courteous and unwearied attentions to him.
The venerable Chevalier, in particular, seemed anxious
to embrace every opportunity of acting as his cicerone;
and many mornings were spent in exploring, under his
guidance, the most remarkable scenes and objects of
historical and antiquarian interest both in Paris and its
neighborhood. He several times also entertained Scott
and his young companions at dinner; but the last of
those dinners was thoroughly poisoned by a preliminary
circumstance. The poet, on entering the saloon, was
presented to^ a stranger, whose physiognomy struck him
as the most hideous he had ever seen; nor was his dis-
gust lessened, when he found, a few minutes afterwards,
that he had undergone the accolade of David "of the
blood-stained brush."
From Paris, Mr. Bruce and Mr. Pringle went on to
1 See Poetical Works (Edin. Ed.), vol. xi. p. 295 [Cambridge Ed.
p. 420].

